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As it is now Acted at the 


NE W-T HEAT RE 


3 
Lincolns Inn Ficlds. 


If there were no nonſenſical Flights, 
The Women would want what to ſay, 
The Poets want ſomething to write, 
An the Actors want Farces to play. 
Since Nonſeaſe is grown ſuch a Charm, 
With the Ladies the Beau's and the Poet; 
Let each one his Reaſon Alarm, 
And he that has Wit, let him ſhew it. 
Savage. Charms of Nonſenſe, 


— 


By BENFAMINE GRIFFIN. , © 


LON D O N: 


Printed for V. Mears at the Lamb. and F. Brown at the 
Black Swan, both without Temple-Bar; and T. Wood- 
ward near the Inner-Temple Gate, Fleetſtreet. 1715, 


PROLOGUE 


G ALL ANTS, to gain your Favour I am come, 
And beg our Farce a favourable Doors ; 

As a young Biy that fain wou'd learn to ſwim, 
Stands hov ring long upon the Water's Brim; 

Crowded with Fear dares ſcarcely venture in: 

At laſt he tryes his utmoſt Strength and Speed, 
Plunges at once, and hopes he ſhall ſucceed, 


Yet's cautious leaſt his Fear ſhould make him ſink indeed: 


Thus is it with our Author here to Night, 
He has ventur d both at once to play and write: 
" Twas bold but Conrage's th Cardinal Virtue now, 
And Bays but flouriſp on the darmg Brow; 
Let him go on, and merit by Degrees, e 
F now he fails, grows older, he may pleaſe, 
For Actors ſeldom riſe but by Degrees, 


Even Nokes and Underhill, with dull acting teas'd ye, 


And play d ſome Years, e er they advanc'd to pleaſe ye. 

Let Veteran Actors their juft Praiſes wear, 

In him it is an Honour even to dare. 

The hardy Boy who once durſt drive the Sun; 

At leaſt this ſmall recorded Honour won. 

Th * was brave, tho ſure to be undone: 
As 


| 


This 


PROLOGUE. 
This ſaid, he to the Generous bids me ſay, 

He begs for once you'd favour his Eſſay. 

Ladies, to you, his trembling Muſe does bend, 

You ever were to Innocence a Friend. 

Shou d you eſpouſe his Cauſe, Criticks won't dare 

To cenſure what's approv'd of by the Fair. 

But 10 all in general, I'm bid to bow, 

Since more than e er he wants Protection now. 

Let not one fatal Blow, (this is his Pray r.) 

Cruſh all at once the Poet, and the Player : 

But let your Smiles their wonted Charms diſplay, 

And drive his Fears and Fealouſies away. 


2 


* 


EPILOGUE. 


RE AT Jove they ſay, Deſcending from above, 
To enjoy the Pleaſures of Almighty Love, 

Did condeſcend to lay aſide his Rod, 
Forget his Glory, and Eclipſe the God, 
Thought no Diſquiſe too ſafe no Toil too great 
To pleaſe the Fair, and favour his Retreat; 
Sometimes appear'd to her, like Bull, or Swan, 
But oftner in the lordly Shape of Man; 
Finding that Sex to Manhood more inclin'd, 
The Pleaſure doubled, and the Senſe refin'd. 

. Since then, the mighty Thunderer was ſeen, 
To appear below in Shapes ſo baſe and mean; 
We can't ſuppoſe any will think it Strange, 
From plodding Gravity old Cit ſhou'd change, 
To fool, in dark Diſguiſe, and thro' the City range, 
The Event we hope has pleas'd ; the Plot miſcarry'd, 
The Knight was fool d and the young Lovers marry d. 
Our Author, to avoid Offence, took Care 
The Feſt ſhou d not be carried on too far. 
Beſides, he doubts a Precedent as yet, 
Of Captain Cuckold. and of Cully Cit; 
Unleſs ſome Bunhi!l Officer or ſo, 
At City Muſter. or a Lord Mayor's Show, 
Whoſe Wife a trading Brother thinks a Beauty, | 
Dubs him, kind Neighbour like, while he's on Duty. 


L 
bo) 


Dra- 


Dramatis Perſons. 
MEN. 
IR Arthur Aldle- 
pate, an old bub Griffin 


mourous Citizen, 

Father to Olivia. 
Mr. Cgurily, in love 

with Clivia. $ Mr. Corey. 
Captain Debonair hi: 

Friend. - TY. Hpiller. 
Phillip, Sir Arthus“ 

Foot man. 


3 Mr. H, Bullocł. 


WOMEN. 


938. 7 Love with Ties. Vincent. 


1 7 the Captain * © Mes, 1 
Jenny, her Woman. Mrs. Hunt. 
: Servants, | Footmen, &c. 


SCENE Covent-Garden. 


Love 


LovE in A SACK. 


ACTI SCENE I. 


4. SCENE Sir Arthur's Houſe. 
Enter Sir Arthur and Philip. 
r. | PHIL Ir. 


ALL Sir, I think you 
had better purſue this Ad- 
WE <2] venture no further. 

& GG Sir Arth. What an Im- 
—,n pudent Raſcal art thou, to 

kink that a Man of my Age and Experience 
hould want the Advice of his Imperti- 

nent 


IC Love in a Sack. 


nent Servant; be quiet, Saucebox, Si- 
lenge will become you much better than 
prating. Though I condeſcend to ac- 
cept your honeſt Intention to ſerve me, 
and truſt you with the Secret of my 
Love; yet Fl not permit you to adviſe, 


nor will I hear a Word ſhall contradict. 


my Will. 
Phil. I have done, Sir, I have done. 
Sir Arth. It is meet you ſhould, Sir, 
eſpecially when you talk not to the Pur- 


poſe; but pray where are thoſe huge De- 
fects you wou'd pretend to find? they 


are not in my Perſon, I am hail! vigo- 
rous! ſprightly! young! as ſound as a 
Roach, and as nimble as a Cock-Spar- 
row. I can dance a Minuit, or cut a 


Caper with the beſt French Dancing-, 


Maſter of em all, Lal, la, ra, | Sings. | 
Look ye there, am I old you Whelp you? 
Cha-hem. | BEE IS 

Phil. Yet, Sir, you muſt confeſs, 
Age has changed both your Complexi- 
on, and your Hair ; you have been grey 
ſome time. | 


Sir Arth. You lye, you lye, I ſay! I 
have 


pP_u[t 22 2M we 
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have not; tis true, Cares of Life have 
a little wrinkled my Brow; but what 
of that, I am as ſtrong as Hercules, my 
Blood boils and circulates as warm as e- 
ver it did: In ſhort I am in Love, and 
will indulge my ſelf moſt immoderate- 
ly in amorous Delights: Have I not an 
Eſtate able to ſupport me in em? 

Phil. I don't diſpute that, Sir; but 

ON —— | 

i Sir Arth. But you do diſpute that, 
though to no Purpoſe; what a Pox take 
you, I See, Hear, Smell, Taſte as well 
as ever I did, and Egad I can find no 
Cauſe to believe I have loſt any Part of 
my Senſe of Feeling. 

Phil. Well, Sir, you know I am al- 
ways ready to ſerve you to the utmoſt 
of my Power; but were my young La- 
dy to know I was employ'd in an Affair 
of this Nature, ſhe would lead me an 
uneaſie Life, and perhaps diſcard me 
your Family and Service. 

Sir Artb. Hark ye, Philip. 

Phil. Sir. F 

Sir Arth. Come hither, I fay; come 
7A nearer 


"of "© 
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nearer me, Sirrah! Here's my Hand, and 


with it my Promiſe, that ſhe ſhan't uſe Ig 


thee ill, nor diſcard thee neither, if 
thou art true to my Intereſt, and ſecret in 
this Afairl have intruſted thee with. Diſ- 
card thee, quothal! fiddle, faddle, fum —a 
young Jackanvapeſly Jade; Il diſcard her 
tell her,ſhould ſhe pretend to command me! 


But I know the Secret of all this; For- 


ſooth is in Love, yes truly, has got the 
Itch of Matrimony, and muſt be cur'd 
by a Husband. A Husband muſt claw 
the Baggage, and who ſhou'd that be 
but one Courtiy, a curſed Rakehelly 
Rogue, not worth a Groat; that has 
liv'd by his Wits, and deſerved hanging 
this ſeven Years, has nothing to recom- 
mend him but his damn'd heatheniſh Aſ- 
ſurance, and his looſe Town Education; 
but becauſe ſing, dance, drink, game, 
whore and rake, is Madam in Love with 
him Lord —— What an Age it is 
we live in, that Debaucheries and Ex- 
travagances ſhou'd paſs for fine Quali- 
fications and genteel Breeding. - 

Phil, Has he no Eſtate, Sir? 


Sir 


* 
* Love ina Sack. 13 
Sir Arth. No, no, *tis all mortga- 


ged, made over, ſold, and gone; he lives 


upon tick; gets into every Body's Debt, 
(that will truſt him) pays no Body; in- 
treagues with his Creditors Wives, in- 
ſtead of diſcharging their Bills; his Bar- 
ber, Taylor, Hoſier, Semſtreſs, Milli- 
ner, Mercer, Draper, are all paid in 


the ſame Coin of Cuckoldom. 


Phil. And does my young Lady love 
this Man, ſay you, Sir? 
Sir Arth. Ay, I tell you, moſt dam» 
nably, a perverſe Baggage, but I'11 difin- 
herit her, or cudgel her to Deſtruct ion, 


if ſhe ſhould marry him without my 
Comſent.. EY | 
Phil. ien Sir, that's a hard Caſe. 
Sir Arth. Na, — -I think not —— 
But come, let a g to the Purpoſe — ha, 
how — Who's that there? 


; Phil. There's no Body, Sir, that J 
ee. 
Sir Arth. I wou'd not be over-heard, 
hark ye you have often ſaid Mrs. 
Jenny, Captain Debonair's Lady's-Wo- 


B 


— 


man, loves you. 


Phil 


Sir Arth. Wife, Sir? ay, why not 


14 Lou in a Sack, * 

Phil, 1 have owird it, Sir, and do 
again 5 

Sir Arth. Good be it fo—and thou 
lov ſt her too, he. 

Phil, Yes, Sir. 
Sir Arth. Better — Beſt of die 
this is the caſe Boy, if thou canſt by 
her Meabs gain me an Admittance into 
the Captain's Houſe, ſo as in bis Abſence 
to talk an Hour with his Lady. 


Phil. With his Wife, Sir? 


what a mouthful thou makeſt of a Wife! 
ſince ſhe's the Object of my Adoration 
Phil. Conſider what you do, the Cap 
tain is a Manof Honour, and his Lady be 
ing a young Woman perhayg he's jealous of 
her; but what is worſegasAfurious as a Ly 
- on1f put into a Paſhongand gever to 
reconcil'd for an Injury or Affront b 


by the Death of the Aggreſſor; the very 


Sight of his Sword, when he is in a Pa 


ſion, would fright me out of my Witg 


„Were J once to come into his Houſe. 


the Office of a Pimp, I. ſhould ſme 
1 Jy a HF wo 
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worſe than a Fox or a Polecat, and be 
diſcovered by the Scent I left behind me. 

Sir Arth. Ah, Puppy, the older you 
grow, ſtill the more Fool you. Look 
you here, Sirrah, here's Mony. | Pulls 
out a Purſe ] Gold it is, is not this a 
Temptation now, adod it is, and a great 
one too. Had the Disbanded Officers 
about Town, and the Lawyers Clerks 
in the Temple and Inns of Courts, as 
much Gold to command as I could fur- 
niſh 'em with, they'd make Monſters of 
half the Shop- Keepers in London; there 
would not be a Male Child born within 
the City aud Liberties, but would cry 
for Per, Iuk and Paper, before he got 
out of his Cradle, call upon Cook and 
Littleton, as naturally as other Children 
do for Dadda or Mam; or elſe throw a- 
way his Play-Things before he's in Bree- 


ches for Piſtols, Muskets, Buff - Belts and 


Blunderbuſles, | 
Til. 1 muſt cloſe with him, I find; 
nay there may be ſomething wade of 
this Frevzy ofyhis for onght I know, 
that may help my young Lady, do Mr. 
| B 2 Gourtly 
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Courtiy a Service, and my ſelf a Bere- 

fit, at leaſt no Injury. [ A/ide. 
Sir Arth. Well, what art thou con- 
ſidering on, ha? 

Phil. Only the dangerous Conſequen- 
ces of a Diſcovery. 

Sir Arth. Poh, pox o'the Danger, 
Conſequence or Diſcovery either; I am 
raviſh'd with the Perſon of my Love, 
and the Poſſeſſion alone can make me hap- 
Py. What an Eye ſhe has! A Brow! A 
Lip! A Cheek fo like the Lilly and the 
Roſe! A Skin ſo ſoft! ſo ſmooth! fo 
fair! and then her heaving Breaſts ſo 

plump! ſo round! So, fo, ſo — Lord 
| in what an Extaſie of Love I'm 
loft. : 


Phil. Did ever Mortal ſee ſuch an 
extravagant old Man? 

Sir Arth. Hark'ye, Sirrah, this Purſe 
of Gold will I give to Mrs. Jenny and 
thee. ; 

Phil. With all my Heart, Sir. 

Sir Arth. Upon theſe Conditions. 

Phil. Pray name em, Sir. 

Sir Arth. That ſhe will upon all Oc- 

caſions 
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caſions commend me to her Lady, and 


be faithful in the Conveyance of a Let- 
ter; together with a Preſent of this Dia- 
mond-Ring, which was my Wife's; for 
my Daughter ſhall never be deck'd with 
the leaſt Spark of her Mother's Jewels, 
for her Diſobedience to me. 

Phil. Diſobedience, Sir? 

Sir Arth. Ay, the young Flirt has 
thrown away her Baby, and won't reſt 
"till the has a Husband, ſhe's bewitch'd, 
and right or wrong will be married. 


Hi. But the other Conditions, Sir. 


Sir Arth. That the will, in the Cap- 
tain's Abſence, convey me privately in- 
to the Houſe. 

Phil. If this be all, you may con- 
clude it done. — 
Sir Arth. Ha! How ! What! and ha! 


Shall I, ſnall I conclude it done, ſay you? 


Take my Mony; take it all, you curſed 
Dog you! ——and II, III! Odd, Pm 
out of my Wits for Joy! I'll ſend thee 
with a Letter this Moment; come, go, 
run, ſtay 1 ſay, follow me, you Son of 
a —— Come, [ Extunt. 
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SCEN-E II. 
The Street. 


Courtly alone. 


Curt. Curſe o'the Folly and Avari e 
of Age, eſpecially the Avarice of Pa- 
rents; who wou'd to Laws confine our 
Inclinations, placing the ſole and only 
Joy of Life, in the dull Pleaſure of un- 
counted Wealth, not having generous 
Souls enough to taſte it. But ſoft, leaſt a 
Diſcovery ſhould prevent my Hopes of 
meeting here the Object of my Love. 
=. ing Op 


Enter Philip. 


Phil. Mr. Courtly! 

Court. Philip. 

Phil. O, Sir! Happy News! 

Court, What is it, prichee ? ; 
Phil. The only thing you could wiſh 
to make you happy. 
Court. Out with it then. 


2 1„ꝝ - a - et ** 
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Phil. My old Maſter is over Head 
and Ears in Love. 

Court. In Love! old Dotard!' who 
is this Beauty that has fir'd his Tinder? 

#hil. Your old Friend, Captain De- 
bonair's Lady; and nothing but makin g 
the Captain a Cuckold can ſatisfie him 

Court. Monſtrous! But what Service 
can this be to me? | 

Phil. PII teil you, Sir: He has given me 
Mon, a Letter and this Ring, for Mrs. 
Jeunp, in order, when Occaſion ſerves, to 


deliver into the Hands of her Lady, with 


Commendations of the Perſon and Eſtate 
of Sir Arthur Adalepate; now, Sir, as 
the Captain's Lady is a Perſon of known 
Reputation and Virtue, my old Maſter 
is not very likely to ſucceed in his Ad- 


| dreſs, therefore 1 would have you deli- 


ver the Letter to her your ſelf, and to- 
gether with the Captain, lay a Plot to 
bring the old Man diſguis'd into the 
Houſe, there ſurprize him in the Height 
of his ExpeQation, and threaten him 
with Blood, Death and Deſtruction, for 
B 4 the 


— 
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the Injury intended, unleſs he preſently 
complies, and gives his Conſent to your 
Marriage with my young Lady. 

Court. I like the Deſign well; nay 
faith! I can't ſee how it will fail us, if 
my Friend the Captain conſents to the 
putting it in Execution, and I could 
hope he will, I know ſo much of his fa- 
cetious Temper, that I am ſure *twill add 
to his Diverſion. I am to Night to ſup 
with him, 'tis now about the time; 
come, you ſhall go along with me. 

Phil. With all my Heart, Sir. 

Court, But firſt, here's ſomething for 
thee to drink to our Succeſs, come, tis 
no new thing to take Fees on both Sides, 

Phil. O Lord, Sir, you know I am 
no Lawyer, I am a Footman. 

Court.Nay tis come to that paſs now, 
the one does it as well as the other; but 


come, let's loſe no time. ¶Exeunt. 


„ SCENE 


; 


; al 0: 


Love ia a Sack. 
«SCENE III. 
© The Captain's Houſe. 
Enter Debonair, Aurelia, and Jenny. 


* Aur, My Dear, ſhall we fit and hear 
© the Boy fing? you us'd to like him. 

De With all my Heart. 

* Aur. Jenny, go fend him here im- 


* mediately. 


Jen. I (hall, Madam. 


Deb. And d'hear, if Mr. Courtiy 


comes conduct him up. 


Jen. Yes, Sir. 
A Song by the Bey. 
Enter Jenny and Courtly. 


Fen. Sir, Mr. Courtly. | 
© Court, Ever pleaſant Captain, I ad- 


[Exit Jen. 


* mireyour way of living; Muſick; Sing- 


« irg, Mit th, and 


Center here. 
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a Moment's Interruption; I have a 
* Buſineſs to impart, that may perhaps 
add to your Diverſion; and though tis 
© pleaſant in it ſelf, yet *cis of greater 
© Conſequence to me, then you may at 
* firſt imagine. | 

© Deb. Well, Sir, proceed. 

Court. The Injury ſhould not with me 
© meet an eaſie Pardon; in brief, your 
old Neighbour, Sir Arthur Addlepate-. 

- © Aur, Your Miſtrefs Olivia's Father, 

© Court. The ſame, Madam, has ſent 

< this Letter with aRing to be deliver'd 
into your Hands, by your Woman. 

Aur, Pray, Sir, let's read it. 

. Court, There it is Madam. | 
Ives her the Letter. 

Aur. Moſt dear Madam, 

| [ Reads. 


beautiful Perſon has cauſed What, 
3s it Love? ; IE 
Caurt. It ſeems ſo, Madam. | 
Aur, Pray my Dear do you read the 
zeſt of it, 1 have enough of it already. 


Deb: 


The abounding Charms of your moſt | 


75 
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Deb. Moſt dear Malam, 


The abounding Charms of your moſt beax- ; 
. tiful Perſon, have cauſed ſuch an irre ſi- 
ſtable Motion in my adoring Soul, that 
urleſs you look upon me with the 
See Eves of Pity and Com- 
. paſſion, I muſt inevitably ws 
2 our eff Paſi onate Lover, : . > 
| 10195 '] d 


Arthur dee, 


c Om. Ha, ha, ha. „ 

* Aur. Monſtrous! what an. old 
6 Wretch it i.. N 
6 On Ha, ha, ha, ha. | 5 
* ur. Pray Mr. Court iy, give us fur- 
ther Information, if you can. 
Court. He has bribed his Man Philip 
"a your Woman to be of his Party; 
but the Fellow.having more Honeſty - 
than the Knight has Diſcretion, diſ- 
cover'd it to me with all the Circum- 


n c 


| © ſtances attending, and would you con- 
 fent to our Deſign, 'twouid ampiy re- 


Meute this Affront to jou both. and 
DE * give 
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« give me an Opportunity to force from 
him his Conſent to my Marriage with 
C Olivia. 

* Deb. With all my Heart, I ſwear 
© we ſhall have Sport enough. 


© Aur. You ſhall have my Conſent, 


upon my Word. 

Court. If you would write an An- 
© ſwer to his Letter, not abſolutely a 
Denial, but to leave him ſome hopes 
of ſucceeding; his Servant is below 


© and ſhall carry it; where we'll fix on 


© aDiſguiſeand time to bring him hither, 
when my ſelf, you, and the Servants 
© ſhall diſcover him, and in the height 


© of his Fear force him to a Compliance 


© with our Demands. 
* Deb. Agreed, agreed. 
<< Aur. Upon my Word U ll write, if it 


© js but to be revenged of him; but it- 


. * puzzles me to know what. 


Court. Something like an Invitation, 


Madam. 


Deb. Ay, and forget not the Diſ- 
guife. 


Aux. Ill da it. LSits to wrote. 
YM | | s Deb. 
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N «© Deb. What a ridiculous Humour 
n | © this is in Sir Arthur; I could not have 
© believed it, had I not ſeen ſo undenia- 
r | © blea Proof as his own Hand. 
13 * on my Word I amof your 
, Opinion, I bleſs my ſelf with the hopes 
« of Succeſs. We hall be doubly obli Ted 
- | © to you Captain, and Ihope twill put 
© us into a Condition to return the Ob- 
© ligation. 
© Deb. You may depend on Whatever 
I can ſerve you in; beſides *tis really 
© ſo pleaſant, 1 ſhould be loath to Joſ: 
© my ſhare inthe Mirth, 
Court. And I my Hopes of ſucceed- 
in. 
© Deb. Nay, there's no Proſpect of 
© the contrary, _ | 
i Aur, There it is, read it if you 
1 — and then III Direct it; ha, ha, 
„ 
| © Deb. No matter, we won't lofe 
| © that time. 
Court. No, ſend it immediately. 
6 Aur. I will. 
2 Court. His Man is below Stairs witht 


C Jenny, = 
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Jenny, III reſolve with him on the 
* Diſguiſe, the Time, and. what elſe is 
© material, and then inform you. 


© 4ur, There it is, To.the Worſhip. 


ful Sir Arthur Addlepate theſe. 

« Db. Make haſte, Supper will be; 
© ready. in a Moment, where we ſhall ex- 
,-- © ped you. | | 


* 


D. b. Come my Dear. Exe. 


| | \ | > 
| 0 Sir Arthur's Houſe. 
f | ; 


Enter Sir Arthur and Olivia. 


Sir Arth. S'bud don't follow mg you 
curſed Jade you, I hate the ſight of Jou, 
the Devil has bewitch'd you Ibelieve, and 
tis not in iny Power. to drive him. gut of 
you but you ſhall be Obedient to my: 

ill or you ſhall die a Beggar. What a 
Mlurrain, is there no dealing with, yau! 
| Mercy ↄnme, what a plagye-It 1s to haue 


ARR" \ 5 Daugh:- 


Py E 
Curt. I (hall attend you there. 
| Exit. 2 
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Daughters fit for Marriage, they are al- 
ways Whimpering, . Whintng, Wiſhing, 


| Sighing, Crying, not quiet when aſleep, 


but muſt be dreaming and prating of 
Husband there in Bed; get you out of 
my Sight I ſay, PII! PI! Pl! Odd I 
don't know what to do with her; would 
ſhe: were dead, would ſhe, were cold in 
her Grave, ſo I were rid of her. 8 
Oliv. Wou'd I were any where ſo l 
were Happy; but you'll not hear me, 
Sir; if 'tis the fight of me that troubles 
you, baniſh me from your Houſe, and 
in ſome lonely Country Cottage let La- 
bour be my Daily Exerciſe, and low 
Content my Portion, ſo you but bleſs 
me with the Man 1 love. 
Sir Arth. The untoward Slut brings 


Tears into my Eyes. She makes me weep, 


tho I know her ;Grief is nothing but 
Perverſeneſs. I cannot refrain 
Lord, I believe-the whole Sex is made 
up of nothing elſe. Get out of my Sight. 
you ſnivelling Baggage you, g troop; 
and if you are ſo much in Love with 
Contempt, Stiame and Poverty, e en poſ- 
a 1 | Jels 


3 — 
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ſeſs it. Live a Wretch, die a Beggar, and 
be buried in a Ditch; Icare not; tis a 
juſt Reward for your Diſobedience; go, 
be gone. 

Oliv. I ſhall, Sir. But conſider, I'm 
your Child; and when I'm dead, as ſhort- 
y I ſhall be, if you continue your bar- 
barous and cruel Uſage to me, think I 
was once your Child, the Joy and Pleaſure 
of your virtuous Love, and Comfort of 
your Age; think you are Childleſs by 
your own Severity, and I am in the 
cold Arms of Death no more to ſee or 
know you. [ Ext. 

Sir Arth. What ſhall I do with her! 
I love her dearly, ſhe's my only Child, 


and ſhould ſhe come to Shame, or die 


through Grief, I certainly ſhould follow 
her. Shall ſhe marry this Courtiy then! 
no, he's ſuch a Dog I hate him; but 
then ſhe pines to Death with Diſcontent. 
So either way I loſe her; beſides, I 
cannot bear to ſee her miſerable, and 
that ſhe ſurely is if Courtiy has her; 
in a T welvemonth home again ſhe comes, 
her Portion ſpent, her Husband in on 
8 er 


2 9822 
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her Eyes full of Tears, her Tongue full. 
of Lamentation and Complaint, and her 
Belly up to her Chin: I ſhall run out of 
my Wits with the thoughts of it. 

Enter Philip. 


Phil. Sir! Sir! 


Sir Arth. Ha. 


Phil. J have News for you. 
Sir Arth. Good? 
Phil, Extream good.. If you 
knew all. | LA ice. 
Sir Arth. It comes ſeaſonably, I was 
very Melancholy indeed. 
Phil. Here's à Letter for you, Sir. 
Sir Arth, From whom is it? 
© * From Aurelia, Sir, the Captain's 
ady, | 
Sir Arth. Od's ſo, that's good indeed; 
come, give it me. | 
Phil. Here, he J, I, I, here. ; 
[ Feels in his Pockets. 
Sir Arth. What a while you are a 
fumbling, quickly, you damnable De- 
mon of Tedworth, or I—— 3 
4 4 bh 
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Phil. J have it here. I am ſure I put 
it in this Pocket though. 
Sir Ar/hb. You ſhould have put it in 
your Mouth, your Noſe,your Ears, your 
Ar—3ny where but your Pocket you care- 
leſs Whelp you Odd I love thee tho' for 
this Honeſty of thine. How did you go to 
work to get it of her ſo ſoon? Why do you 
bambooz!e me ſo, with horſe-pox to. ye? 

Phil. Here it is. Lord, you are beſides 
your Senſes , I believe. [Give it him. 

Sir* Arth. So J am, ſo I am, and ſo 
I muſt be, and fol will be, if I pleaſe, 


ET. ns | 

To the Worſhipful Sir Arthur Addle- 
pate, 7heſe, This Joy is. as ill as Grief, 
it makes me weep, Im ſure, +: 


Reads. 
Ser Arthur, IT Fe 
J receiv'd fnom my Woman not only 4 
Letter,” but other „ your 
great Heſpect for me <1 wauld not 
for the World — 
Stand further off, Saucebox. 


Phil, 
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Phil. 1 don' t heat a word, dir, not I. 


[ Reads ] 

Sir Arth. I would-not for the M. orid 
have you expett any Favour beyond 
what Honour and Virtue permits, yet 
ſhould be willing to ſee you at our 
Houſe. Could you think of a Dep? 
that would introduce you unexpected? 
My Woman and pour Servant are ho- 
neſt, and both of a Party, they will 
give you further Information of 
your Aurelia, 

Well; and ſhall I go? Shall I > here, 
I have a little Mony left, take it, you 
honeſt dear Dog, Rogue you, | am ſo 


overjoy!d, I maſt; — Jon, 1 cannot | 
forbear i. 


Beats him. 

Phil Pray Sir, forbear you have but 
till the, Morning to prepare yourſelf, 
And you old Men are not always ſo 
well provided far, a, Love Encounter, as 
to enter upon it on the ſudden. 


S.r 


[46 de. 
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Sir Arth. How ! the Morning, ſay]! 


you? Ill riſe before the Sun; nay, Vl 


not go to Bed, for certain, if I do, [| 


ſhall never fteep one wink for thinkin 
of it. But tell me how, and what, an 
where, and when, and why, and which 
way: Tell me every thing you know. 
Phik Did you ever ſollicit yout 
Love before? | | 
Sir Arth. No truly; only by an Ogle 
at Church, a Squeeze by the Hand as 


I have led her ro her Coach, and per- 


haps a Sigh or ſo, at her going away; 
no otherways, upon my Worſhip. | 

Phil. Upon my Life *cis a ſtrange 
thing; I durſt have ſworn ſhe had been 
a Hellen, and no leſs than a ten Years 


Siege could have reduced the Fortreſs 


of her Chaſtity. 

Sir Arth. Ay, but an experienced Sol- 
dier knows the weakeſt part of the Place 
he attacks, and when, and how, and 
where to come, to ſee, and overcome. 

Phil. But tho” ſhe do's comply, tis 
upon terms of Honour; ſhe tenders her 
Reputation beyond her Life; has a jea- 


lous 


| 
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lous Husband,. watchful Servants, en- 
yious Neighbours, and will dye a thou- 
ſands Deaths rather than any Friend's 
open A cceſs to her ſhould blaſt her Re- 
putation, and expoſe her to the maliei- 
ous Scandal of her Neighbours, 

Sir Arth. There's Beauty even in her 
Imperfections!] but go on, 


| Phih Therefore, to avoid Suſpicion, 


ſhe has thought of a Diſguiſe ; beſides, 


| ?twill be a Security to your own Per- 
| Ton as well as hers; you know the Cha- 


racter you have about Town of a grave, 
ſober, diſcreet Magiftrate, an unweary'd 
Oppoſer of Lewdneſs and Debauchery 
and then you, Sir, that have ſo often 


ſcoured the whole Pariſh of Covent- 
| garden to clear it of Whores, and whipt 


all from the Velvet. Scarf to the three» 
penny Flat-Cap, to be catch'd at laſt in 
a Petticoat-Plot yourſelf, would ruin 
your Credit for ever. _ 
Sir Arth. But a Diſguiſe is a - I don't 
know what to think of a Diſguiſe. 
Phil. She ſays, if there's the leaſt re- 


ſemblance of your Perſon ſeen to enter 


her 


Y 
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her Houſe, Jour whole ſubſtantial Sell 


will be call'd in Queſtion; and anothiet 
Man might ſafer venture with the lea 
Thing chang'd about him, than Ju 
with 9 8 ES 

Sir Art Well Lord fottziye chef 


Frailties of my youthful Blood ! What 
Diſguiſe do's ſhe think will do, will 
ſerve the turn? 


Phil. She talks of a Midwife, a Do- 


ctor of Phyſick, Porter, or Chairman, | 
or a (himney- ſwec per; the laſt moſt 


proper, becauſe his Work lies to be 
done generally. at that time of the 
Morning. 
dir Arth. Out upon't ! would ſhe have 
me undergo the Shame and Penance of 
ſuch a raſeally Shape? yet for her ſake 
I would do much Now, I ſhould like bet- 
rer to be a 
or Doctor of Phy lick. 
Phil. O, by no means Sir! If 
ou ſhow your Face in its · natural Co- 
jon it's known by every one: Would 


ay, that ſame Midwife, | 


you wear he Rags os i Chimney. [wEe- X 
5 per, 


5 


| 
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4 per, your Face dawb'd. accordingly, 
the Devil himſelf would not know 


you from Old Smut that ſweeps your 
W orſhip's Chimney. 

Sir Arth. What, the little thin · gutted 
old Fellow that ſtammers in his Speech ? 

7 hil. The ſame, ir. 

Sit Arth. He's: of my Age and Sta- 
ture too. 

Phil. So exactly like you, that ould 
he ſee: you himſelf, he'd take you . 


his Ghoſt, or Goblin 


Sir Arth, But—ah--Phjlip! that i is 
not a Dreſs fit for a Lover toi meet his 
Miſtreſs in her Chamber. | 

Phil. O, Sir, for that (he's provided ; 
fon ſhall no ſooner enter, 7 off goes 

your 1 Scabbard, perfum'd Water 

or your: Face, a Bath for your, Body, 
a Night-cap, Gown, and Shirt of her 
Husband's, a Down- bed, and 2——ah, 
how you will revel in Delight! 

Sir Arth. Hold your Tongue; you 
wanton Rogue you. Adod, I loye you 
for this Care of me, tho. Here, 

here's 
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here's one Guinea I found in my Fohb, 
you ſhall. run with it for a Diſguiſe to 


that ſame old Fellow; your fruitful 
Invention will frame an Excuſe. 


for Invention 

Sir Art h. Well, thou'rt a rare Fellow, 
faith and troth thou art. Tom Jones, 
the famous Footman at Pather end 
the Town, was an Aſs to thee; here, 
take it, and run for the Diſguiſe as if 
the Devil were in thee. - 


as old Smut docs, Sir ? 

Sir Arth. Sweep, Sweep, Sweep. 
Phil. Ay, that will do: And can 
you ſtammer as he do's, if by the way, 
or by any unlucky Accident, — 
be interrupted? 

Sir Arth. Ill wa, a, wa, wa, wa war- 
rant you. 


run for the Diſguiſe, and chen 


and I fobb'd it up to ſome purpoſe: 3 


Phil. Ay, ay, Sir, I'll warrant you 


Phil. But can you cry Sweep, Swerps 


Phil. Moſt exactly, Ill fwear.; Tl | 


Sir 


rai 
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Sir Arth. Ay then, let me alone for 
Chimncy-ſwecping, III ſcour it I'll war- 
rant Em, | 


[Exeunt, 


The Eud of the Firſt AF. 
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ACT I. SCENE I 


SCENE Continues. 


Enter Courtly, and Olivia. 
7 HAT has paſt in this 


comical Adyenture you 
have heard already, the Event of it 
ſhal] be as faithfully related; mean 
time prepare your ſelf for the worſt; 
if we can't oblige him to give us his 
Conſent, we'll marry without it. Time 
and Entreaty, TIl warrant you, will re- 
concile him. 4 


Oliv. If it ſhou'd not? 


Court. 


„ 


3 


7 
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Court. That we will not ſuppoſe: 


He may be Obſtinate, and for a time 


hold off, but muſt at laſt relent. Come, 
don't raiſe imaginary Miſchiefs to per- 


plex us, there are ſo many real ones to 


encounter, that Life it ſelf would be 
a burthen, did not the Sweets of 
Love moderate their Effects Baniſh 
your Fears, and to Morrow's Sun (hall 
end all our Deſpair, and bleſs us in 
cach others Arms for eyer. 


Oliv. Then let us part till that kind | 


Hour arrives, for ſhould my Father 
ſuſpe& we were together and ſo near 
him, he would not reſt thus calmly — 
Hark ſomebody comes this way, 
pray Heav'n it 1s not he. 


Enter Philip, with the Diſguiſe, 


Phil. Mr. Courtly! J have done the 
Buſineſs, Faith; here's the Diſguiſe, 
and I am now going to dreſs my old 

C 2 Mlaſter 
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Maſter for his Love- Adventure, he's 
mad to be gone; you and the Captain 
may meet him in the Street, and bait 
him a little to perplex him, pretending 
to take him for old Smut the Chim- 
ney-Sweeper. | ; 1 
Court. So I will, 'twill make us 
Sport. | 
Oliv. How like a Knaye you treat 
your old Matter, Sa | 
Phil. No matter, Madam, tis to 


ſerve you; and but reaſonable, when 


my Maſter turns Dotard, I ſhould turn 
Knave: But I hear him a coming; a- 
way to your Poſt, and call the Cap- 
rain. | 


Court. This Kiſs, and then Fare 


wel. 3 
Oliv. Adicu. [ Ex. ſeverally, 


Philip alone. 


Phil. Now for my old Maſter. Sir, 


: Sir, Sir. | 


Enter | 


2 


1 


ow” | 
Enter Sir Arthur, a Candle and Look- 
ing-glaſs in bis Hand. 


Sir Arth. Philip. 

Phil. Come, Sir. 

Sir Arth. Have you the Diſguiſe? 
Phil. Yes, yes, Sir, yes. 


Sir Arth. Docs no Body hear us, is 


my Dau;hter aſleep? 
Phil. Three Hours ago, Sir. 
Sir Arth, Come then, you Dog you; 
make haſte. 
Phil. Pull off your Gown; ; have 
you your Drawers on, Sir? 
Sir Arth Ay, ay, my Boy, ay. 
hi. Come, {it down, that | may 


pull off your Shoes, 


Sir Arth. Shuoes ! 

Phil. Ay. you muſt wear theſe: 
(Dreſſes him all this while, 

Sir Arth. There, ſo, ſo. | 

Phil. Now your Breeches, ge up 


your Feet. 
C 3 | Sir 
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Sir Arth. So, ſo, ſo, fo. 
Phil. The Jacket, quick, quick. 
Sir Arth. So, ſo, ſo, ſo. 
Phil. The Cap, the Cap. 
Sir Arth. So, ſo, ſo, ſo, there, there. 
Phil. The Sack. 
Sir Arth. Ay, the Sack, 

; Phil. Now the Poles on your Shoul- 
er. 
Sir Arth. Thou art a wonderful Fel- 

low now for my Face, 

Phil. Here's the Daub, look to- 
wards me, Sir. 

Sir Arth. Phoh, you choak me, Sir- 


tah. 
[Blacks his Face. 
Phil, Look in the Glaſs, what think 
ou? 
Sir Arth. A little more here, good 
n 
Phil. You ſhall have enough every 
where. 
Sir Arth. It will be the moſt perfect 
Diſguiſe that ever was invented. | 


Phil. 
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Phil. So it will, Sir, how is it now? 
Sir Arth. Ha, ay, oh, a little ſtreak 
of Black croſs my Noſe, here, and un- 
der my left Eye there, ſo, ſo, enough! 
Phil. Be ſure you Stammer, Sir. 
Sir Arth. Ay, ay, let me alone. 
Phil. And cry Sweep, Sweep. 
, 3 Arth. Well, ay, — 
as 
Phil. Wonderful! 


Sir 4rth, Away, and ſee if the Coaſt 
is clear. 


Phil. Yes, Sir. 


Sir Arth. Take good heed, look at 
the Doors and Windows, 


Phil. So I will, Sie. (Exit. 
p , 


— 


Re. enter Philip. ; 


Sir Arth. Well, 
Phil. Not a Dog to be ſeen. 


Sir Arth. Sweep, Sweep; will it do, 
Sirrah? 


Phil. ExaQly. | | 
C4: Sir 
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Sir Arth. Odd, I kope my Heart 


won't fail me, fare I ſhall come to no 
Ill, I heard the Ravens laſt — cry 
Pork, Pork, Pork. 

Phil, Never fear, Sir. 
Sir Arth. Does the Dreſs 5888550 
mee? * 

Phil, 1 would, Madam would in- 
join you to wear it always. 

Sir Arth. Tl forth then, Faith, wiſh 


me good Luck, Philip, wou'd thou 


hadſt an old Shoe to throw after me for 
Luck ſake: F eee Boy. Sweep, 
deep, Sweep. 1 [Exit 


. 


Phil has. 


Phil. Go your ways you old put, 
and now for my Lady, and her Buſi- 
8 3 | — 


SCENE 


| 


rc 
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SCENE UI. 


SCENE the Street. 


Within. 


Sir Arth. Sweep, Sweep. 


Enter Courtly and Deboniar, Sir Ar- 


thur meeting em. 


Sir Arth. Ads. zookers, yonder's the 
Captain, now or never help me my 
Diſguiſe. Sweep, Sweep. g 

Court. How now Smut, how doſt 
do old Boy? | e OC 

Sir Arth. Th—th—th——Thank 
your Worſhip, Sweep, Sweep. _ 

Deb. Smut, your Voice grows ſtrong- 
er than it us'd to be, you grow young 
again, | — 1-2 

Sir Arth. A merry Heart, prolongs 
Lite, Maſters ;. Sweep. [ Going. 
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Deb. Nay, good Smut ſtay and let's 
talk a little. 


Cour. Ay, they ſay you love a Wench 
you old Dog you. 


Sir Arth. N---n---no not I, Iam ws 
I hate Whoring. 


Cour. You lov'd it once tho. 


Sir Arth. Once indeed I was a Wa-— 


Wa--. Wag, but now—Sweep, ſweep. 


[ Going. . 


Cour. But ſome talk of you for fol- 
lowing' Sir Arthur Addlipate! s Maid 
Roſe. 

Sir Arth. No, not I. 

Cour. No, tho? the World reports it 
of you, I rather think the fumbling old 
Prig keeps her for himſelf. 

Deb. What, old Sir Arthur? 

Cour. Ay, he's a curſed old Toad for 

2 Wench: 
9 One would have thought twere 
over with him. 

Cour. Hang him an old Thief, over 
with him? no. Would he were Dead. 

Sir Arth. Yes, you ſhall Marry my 


Daughter 


2A 


Daughter with a Pox tee. 
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[Aſde. 
Deb. What's that you ſay, Smut? 
Sir Arth. You are merry Maſters. 

Sweep, ſweep. By your leave. 

[ Going. 
Deb. No, we are going to the Rum- 
mer, you ſhall take one Bottle with us, 

Smut. . 

Sir Arth. No, no, Iam ſomewhat i in 
haſte now, and muſt Cry you mercy. 


Sweep, ſweep. 
[ Going. 
Cour Only one Bottle to Roſes Health, 


old Addlepate's Maid Roſe, he's a 


damn'd old Raſcal, is n't he Smut, and 
as errant a Knave as ever ſtock- -jobb'd at 
Fonathan's, + 
Sir Arth. Here's a Rogue. Sweeps 
ſweep. Fray you Maſters. 
[ Going, 


Court. PII be hang'd, if Smut han'ta a 


Wench to meet ſomewhere, he's in ſuch 
haſte to be gone. 


Sir au. n Maſters. 1 
Deb. 
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Deb. Ah, you Cunning old Fox 


vou, you are for a Wench now. 
Court. Gad Fil watch you, Smut. 
Sir Arth. Pox take you for your 
| Pains. oy I Aide. 
Court. Look me full in the Face. Ah 
you old Whoring Dog, will you never 
leave off ? — TIE 
Deb. He looks very ſmug to Night 
faith. V 
Court. Shall we let him go? 
Cap. Ay, come ler's to the Rummer. 
Court. Give me your hand firſt S nut, 
1 love dearly to ſhake hands with a 
Whoremaſter. _ | 75 
Sir Arth. Ah Maſter you are a Wag, 
once I was ſo. | I, 


Court. Farewel Boy. . [ Exit. 


—— 
Sir Arthur alone. 


| Sir Arth. Ay, go, and the Devil go 
with ye, for me; you are a fine Rogue 

to be my Son- in-Law. Odd, my got ad 
"yk ache 


ti 


> 
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ached conſumedly,. I am glad they are 


one. 
Fo. me ſee, this is the Houſe. 
Now for my Sigual. Sweep, ſweep. 


Enter Jenny. 


ven. Sir Arthur. 
Sir Arth. Here! here! 


Fen. How does your Worſhip? you 
walk as if Inviſible. Come, loſe no 


time, give me your hand, and follow 
= 


Sir Arth. Ay, come, come. Exit. 


Re-enter Courtly and Deborair. 


Deb. The Old For i is caught, now 
for the Sport, - © 


Cour, Now or never, faith we hal! 
be with him, before we are welcome. 


LE. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
The C aptain's Houfe. 
Enter Jenny, Leading Sir Arthur. 


Jen. Come, Sir, this is the Chamber. 
Sir Arth. Thanks! my propitiovs 
Stars! 

Jen. No Poetick Raptures now I be- 
ſcech you. Undreſs, quick, quick; hold 
up your Head, and let me waſh your 
Face with this wet Towel. 

| * [Undreſs him. 

Sir Arth, There, Pho, Pho, enough. 

Jen. Now I'll fetch you m y Maſter's 

Gown, Cap, and Slippers. | 
| [Extit, aud 


- 


Re-ent er 


| 


— 


cs 
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Re-enter with em. 


There, put 'em on, there, ſo. 

Sir Arth. Thou art a kind Rogue 
adod, and I'll reward thee too; one Buſs, 
one Buſs Huzzy; ah that pretty Eye of 
thine, ah 'tis a pretty Rogue. 
© Fen, Enough, enough, how he ſtinks 
where is your Sack, and the reſt of your 
x dark Diſguiſe? P11 1 into this 
; Room, my Lady will be with you in 
a Moment. | 22 | 


3 | [ Exit. 
| Sir Arth. Very good, III ſwear I 
: think long to ſtorm this Chimney, — 
Oh! here comes the Lady, now for my 
Court and Complements, 


I | 8 1 © s 
Enter Aurelia. 


Aur. Sir Arthur, the World would 
talk very oddly of this Viſit of 2 
| ould 
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ſhould it once come to the Ears of the 

Publick. 

Sir Arth. It never can, nor ever ſhall 
be publick, 

No Madam, x 

I vow, and ſwegr, promiſe, and proteſt, 

I Love you evea to Deſpair and Death, 

And ſhall be ſecret as the gloom of Night. 


Ab, Madam! the Superabundant, and 


Abounding Beauty, and OEconomy of 


your Face, have tranſported my Soul 


to an exceſs of Paſſion, and to a paſſio- 
nate Exceſs of Love! - 

Aur. Monſtrous! 

5 I Aide. 

Sir Arth. And Madam! as I hope to 
be enfolded in thoſe tender Arms! 
preſt to that pretty heaving Snowy 
Breaſt ; I muſt deſcend, and dye beneath 
your Feet, unleſs your Pity reſcue me 
from Death. * 

Aur. Was ever {een ſuch an old doa- 
ting Ideot! Your intolerable Folly 


5 LA lde. 
I do pity indeed, Sir Arthur. 


** D 0e 
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Sir Arth. And do you pity me? 

O all ye Demons, Spirits, Appariti- 
+. „ 

Hero's, and Gods, and — Gods, 
and Men, 

How (hall my Heart 

Expreſs the Joy that labours for a vent? 


* Pity was always held the Twin to 


Love, 
And [ am happy now ! L—-1—I—odd, 
I have almoſt choaked my ſelf with He- 
roick Cotnplements, - -_. 1 
6 Aut. Enough Sir Arthur, om lait. 
ed of It. 171 ; 
Sir nb. Give. we, Je ihn — 


— * 
. 


| Enter Jenny. 


_ O 1 Madam ! / 
75 79; Ba! ©. 5 wy 

en. M Valter e coming up airs. 

O Lord! | _ 

ir 
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Sir Arth. © Lord! nay 'tis I have 
moſt reaſon to. cry* O Lord! What 


ſhall I do, which way ſhall 1 run? 
Aur, What will become of me? 
Sir Arth. I ſhall be cut to — 
made minced Meat of. 


Jen. Some envious Devil has betray'd | 
you to the Captain, up Stairs he comes 


onder with a Thouſand Followers on 
orfe- back, I think. Guns, Swords, 
Muskets, Piſtols, Blunderbuſſes and 


Carbines. He ftorms — a "> kn 


and cries, Revenge! 

Sir Arth. Ah Lord help 
would I willingly part with my N ole, 
or my Ears, nay, a Leg or an Arm he 


ſhould freely Have, ſo he would ſpare 


my Life. 


[ Noiſe within . 


Deb. Blood! Blood! l'll have his 
Blood! 
Sir Arth. I told you ſo! 
Deb. His Blood! 
Sir Arth. My Blood, nothing but my 
Blood 
Jen. 


. now | 


yo 


tue? 
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Fen. Come into this Room, I'll hide 


you if I can, 


Sir Arth. Thou art too kind! 


Enter Debonair, Courtly, Henry and 
Servants with Swords and Mus. 
. kets. | 


Deb. His Blood! histraiterous Blood! 
Court. Where is he! 
Deb. Ay, that curfed Dog that dares 


attempt my Honour, I'll find him if he 


lives upon the Earth; Fl} have his Heart! 
his Blood! his very Soul! 


Enter Jenny. 


Fen. Who do you look for, Sir? 
Deb. The Traytor that would rob- 
me of my Honour. 
Aur. How dare you ſuſpe& my Vir- 


Deb.. 
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Deb. Have I not Reaſon! but III 
know the Villain. O Blood and Death! 
you will aſſiſt me, Friend? © ) _ 

Court. Sir, we dare ſtrike; if it were 
a Hercules had injured you. 
Deb. I know you dare, come this way 


then and ſearch for him; not all his 


Strength, nor Prayers, nor Tears ſhall 
ſave him, till he weeps Tears of Blood. 
Court, Go on, we'll follow you: 


SCENE IV. 
SCENE changes to another Room. 
Enter Sir Arthur Naked. 


Sir Arth. Whereſhall Ihide, or which 
way ſhallI run? 
[Puts on the Swoot-Sack. 


They 


[ Exeunt. 
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They all Re. enter. 


Deb. Search every where! pull down 
the Wainſcot Har gings, any thing; Sir- 
rah be ready to diſchirge your Musket. 

Har. Les, Sir, I'll ſhoot him through 
the Head at once. | 

Sir Arth. The Head! Ob, ho, ho! 

Deb. What Sack is that ſtands there? 

Har. Til ſhoot the Sack, Sir. | | 

Sir Arth. O Lord! Oh, ob, oh! 

Deb. I ſay, what is in that Sack? 

Fen. Swoot, Sir, only Swoot; old 
Smut has been ſweeping your Chimney, 
and left the Sack for his Man to carry 
away. 


eb. The Chimney ! Sirrah open the 


 Chimney-Board; Fll unkennel him, P11 


warrant ye; give me the Musket. 


5 Arth. Forgive me my Sins 
and—— 


Deb. Have at you. 


[Diſcharges the Musket, Sir Anthony 
falls down in the Sack, : 


Sir 
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Sir Arth. Il am a dead Man! 

Wom. Ah, ah, ah! | 

Deb. What, 1s the Swoot alive? Open 
the Sack. | 

Serv, Yes, Sir. 

[Pulls him out of the Sack. 
Deb. Who are you, I ſay? 
Sir Arth. I am, I— a dead Man! 
Deb. Who are you! 

- Sir Arth. I! I! II O Lord! Oh! 
Deb. Knock him down. 

Sir Arth. Oh! All I have for my 
Life! | 

Deb. Bring him before me. 

Sir Arth. Ohl fave my Life! 

Deb. Who are you? 

Sir Arth. I am—Sir Arthur Addle+ 

pate 1 | 
Deb. And dare you thus attempt to 

wound my Honour? 

_ © "Sir Arth. I do repent me. | 
Deb. My Wife! My Reputation! 
Sir Arth. Indeed I was to blame. 

Dieb. Your Life wou'd be a Recom- 

pence too ſmall, but I deſpiſe it N 1 

als 


unn. 
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baſe a Way as Murder. Stand up and 
bravely meet me as a Manz give him a 
Sword. | 
Sir Arth. No, no, any thing but fight, 
I can't fight. | | — 


Des. This one Thing then; but if 


you dare deny me! 
Sir Arth. No, no, no, I dare not. 
Deb. I have a Friend, whom I wou'd 
ſerve to Death, you have a Daughter 


Sir Arth. I have indeed. 

Deb. He long has loved her. 

Sir Arth. With all my Heart. 

Deb. Why? let him wed her then, 
by your Conſent. 

Sir Arth. Ay, let him, let him. 

Deb. Go and conduct her hither. 

Exit Courtly. 

On this Condition you have your Life. 


Sign firſt this Obligation, which puts 


your Daughter and Mr. Court ly joynt- 


ly into Poſſeſſion of half your Eſtate 


at their Day of Marriage, and the other 
half at your Deccaſe. 


Sir 
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Tode in a Sack, 
Sir Arth. 1'll Sign it in a Moment, | 


with all my Soul. | 
Deb. Do then, to the uſe aforeſaid. 


Sir Arth. Ay, ay, the Pen and Ink, 


[ IWrites, 


Deb. Come, witneſs it, and then let's 


all be Friends, LS 
Sir Arth. Ay, the ſooner the better.” 


Courtly Enters, and Olivia, Philip 


with the old Man's Cloaths, 


Phil, Sir, I have brought your 
Cloaths, I heard you were diſcover'd, 
and would not have you go home naked. 


Sir Arth. Ah, Boy, put 'em on, help 


me on with em, and. a plague of Diſ- 
guiſes for me. | 
Deb. Come, my Friend, the firſt 


Preſent is your Eſtate, the next, 
your Wife you will have from Sir Ar- 
| #hur, And now let's celebrate in Mirth 
the happy Day that gives to conſtant 
Lovers all they can wiſh to make 'em 


happy. 


Phil. 


| 


4 
% 


Phil. Now, Sir, 1 haps! 
forget how much I b 
humble Servant. 

Court. No, Philip, take Mrs. Zenny 
for better for worſe, ſince you have 


both been inſtrumental alike, and Ell 
make her Fortune able, with Induſtry, 


to make you as happy as my ſelf. 


Phil. and Jenny. We both beg leave 


to thank you, Sir. 
Court. and Oliv. And we your Bleſ- 


ling, Sir. 
[ Rneel on each fide Sir Arthur. 


Sir Arth. Ay, you ſhall have it; but 
this I muſt deſire you, for-your own 
ſakes as well as mine, to forget and 


| hen Age and Avarice is to Love in- 


C lin'd, 


In all 2 attempt they Diſappoint ments 


v. 
-- 


D. Unable 


| conceal this Night's Extravagance in 
me; for I ſee by ſad Experience, 


- 
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: 02 5 ef 7 2 toil i in vain, 1 

Loſi y 155 eſſential Pleaſures in th 

aim; 

But to the Extream of Bliſs they 2 
are 

When thus united in the None 7 

Fair. 


U oyning their Hands,| 
LE xeunt amid 
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